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The story of a doodle, 
and his life in 


poetry. 
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The story of a doodle, 
and his life in 


poetry. 



So one day you leave me 
with the world & 
i will live with my words 



So one day you leave me 
with the world & 
i will live with my words 


My poem, a paper origami crane 
with false legs, that forgets to 


▲ 

float or floats to forget.^ 



My poem, a paper origami crane 
with false legs, that forgets to 

A 

float or floats to forget^ 
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How are you. and everyone else 
who has decided not to shake 
hands with me. 



How are you. and everyone else 
who has decided not to shake 
hands with me. 



Recite - Repeat - Reconcile. 
What has unmade you 


makes you. 

O' 



Recite - Repeat - Reconcile. 
What has unmade you 


makes you. 

$ 



I. me .my narcissistic 

self, let it all bum. I will swallow 

the sadness of the world. 



I. me .my narcissistic 

self, let it all bum. I will swallow 

the sadness of the world. 



And this sepia dusk burning into 
^hktc night as I am 
undoing a poem 


And this sepia dusk burning into 
night as I am 
undoing a poem 



"Your poems are short"- 
"Love is even shorter" 

'But then forgetting is so long 

v . 



"Your poems are short'- 
"Love is even shorter" 

"But then forgetting is so long 


Now reading a self-help book 
I learn that adolescence 
is real . 



Now reading a self-help book 
I learn that adolescence 
is real . 



love. 



Silenced into exile for many 
years. The poet rises saved by the 
many words he found in exile. 



Silenced into exile for many 
years. The poet rises saved by the 
many words he found in exile. 


I want to write within you a 


poem, 


nesting the wouhd and its sorrow 
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I want to write within you a 

poem. j 

nesting the wouhd and its sorrow 


On dawns like this i used to 


c 'bjjawake. awake as a silent 


drizzle on the stillness of her 
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On dawns like this i used to 

awake, awake as a silent 
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drizzle on the stillness of her 
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Black dogs bay at him for 
days and then there are 
days when words own him 



Black dogs bay at him for 
days and then there are 
days when words own him 



My emotions are insatiable & 

words are incoherent. 

I am a poet. „ 

& 



My emotions are insatiable & 

words are incoherent. 

I am a poet. „ 
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If you want I will take 

you through my poems but don't 

ever wish to be them 

1 

If you want I will take 

you through my poems but don't 

ever wish to be them 

1 


A sachet of stories for tea. 

Whiffs of life .Quickly puts them 
away & lights a cigarette 



A sachet of stories for tea. 

Whiffs of life .Quickly puts them 
away & lights a cigarette 


The unfailing loneliness 
in 

people. 
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The unfailing loneliness 
in 

people. 
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Once and again. I 

am draped in the blue of 

her once having belonged to me 



Once and again. I 

am draped in the blue of 

her once having belonged to me 




If she can be my poem 
for this one last time 


V. 

I asked her. 



If she can be my poem 


for this one last time 



I am only 

as good as the beard 
I grow 



I am only 

as good as the beard 
I grow 


And yoggvjjlfiever know 
what i have for you because it 
is so beyond me and words 




And yoqgvtf^-iever know 
what i have for you because it 
is so beyond me and words 




I am writing. 
Aeons pass, 
writing about love 



I am writing. 
Aeons pass, 
writing about love 


Evemn hours of playin peekaboo 
with the Sun & i lay down 
lavender words for u to return. 



Evemn hours of playin peekaboo 
with the Sun & i lay down 
lavender words for u to return. 


Improbable, but yes 
we fall out of 
love 



Improbable, but yes 
we fall out of 



Now on Sundays, i only write 
to another me who wrote 
for another you. 



Now on Sundays, i only write 
to another me who wrote 
for another you. 


Faded, jaded, 
my shadow lie awake in 
your eyes. * 



Faded, jaded, 
my shadow lie awake in 
your eyes. * 




Dear World. 
Please, let me be 
what I am. 



Dear World. 
Please, let me be 
what I am. 



Know your roots 
say your prayers 
smile and be a good man 



Know your roots 
say your prayers 
smile and be a good man 


I call my dog Poetry. Irrationally 
writing in insane moments, he 
knows how to live off me. 



I call my dog Poetry. Irrationally 
writing in insane moments, he 
knows how to live off me. 


Whoever grew 
up was never once 
a child. 



Whoever grew 
up was never once 
a child. 



in love you are awake 
in love you realise 
in love you form 



in love you are awake 
in love you realise 
in love you form 



I love the literature in you. 

Your fine punctuations 
and the boldness of your words 



I love the literature in you. 

Your fine punctuations 
and the boldness of your words 


I tell her that i 3m an 


episodic writ* 
let the poet 


r and that I always 
write for me. 



I tell her that i hm an 
episodic writer and that I always 
let the poem write for me. 



Easily reciting a poem to this 
awakening. I am 
a cradle to the universe. 



Easily reciting a poem to this 
awakening. I am 
a cradle to the universe. 
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In yonder archipelago the muse 
plays an impossible viola & you 
know poetry has your soul 



In yonder archipelago the muse 
plays an impossible viola & you 
know poetry has your soul 
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You are your 
many 

battles. 



You are your 
many 

battles. 


How can l add to her pause 
and her silence that still wriggles 
through me. I am less words. 



How can i add to her pause 
and her silence that still wriggles 
through me. I am less words. 


Either poetry is a sad job 
or the poet a sad 
man 



Either poetry is a sad job 
or the poet a sad 


man 


Sonabay you left me in tl 
morning, in the grey hut of 
our attachments. 



Sonabay you left me in t 
morning, in the grey hut of 
our attachments. 
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love, follow my wayward words 
and we will set free in 
Utopia... 



love, follow my wayward words 
and we will set free in 
Utopia... 
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